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THE 


Walking Statue: 


OR, THE 
Devil in the Wine - Cellar. 


* 


SCE 8. 
T he Street * Str \Timothy's 
* 


— —_ — „ 


Enter Toby, _ like an Exchange- 
Girl with a Band-box. 


Toby. ELI. - of all the croſs- 
— grain d old Fellows breathing, 
my Maſter's Miſtreſs's Father 
bs one of the moſt hard to be 
FL) 7 dealt withal; and therefore 
$0) tis for a Man of my Parts to 
pe Os. , in an Affair that has baffled the Wit of all 


my Fellow-Servants, I 2 him, before he 
Az try'd 


— O42 


* 


' = 7 r n 4x — A 
* — — 
— — ͤ —·—Vʃ een tn one Pr 


E n * 
. 


III warrant I' ger the 8 ter to the Lady 


4 Me Walking Ktaue: Or, 
y'd hie own Skill, to make Proof of mi 


N 
Ft dy * ads, 
if ofice I come near enqugh to touch em. 1 have 4 
ſtrange Inclinatiqn to Woman-Hunting, ever fince 
I clamber'd over the Houſe- top, and got to Bed to 
Moll, at the next Door, through the Garret- 
Window. Stay, this is the Houſe ; let me fee, I 
think I am Woman enough tn the lower Parts, 
and I am ſure my Upper won't fail me. I have 
Braſs enough. in my Face, and Depth enqugh in iny 
Conſcience to be really what I look to be an 
Exchange Girl. Itakins, I'll knock, come on't 
what will; I am ſure I am ſafe enough in this 
Preſs, for tho? tis no new thing to find a Knave 
in Petticoats, tis an immodeſt and an unlawful 
thing to look for him there. 
Ie knocks, and Sir Timothy: looks out 
: at a Window. 
i Tim. Who's at the Door } 
oby. *Tis I. | 
Sir Tim. *TisT, Who's I? What's your Bu- 
fineſs ? n | 2 
Pty. I wai'd ſpeak with Madam Lrohora, 
ar Nl, Tough's a ee. | | 
— im, In what Language wou'd you ſpeak. 
=  ® ADNOGEREN® 1 5 
1 In what Language? Why in good old 
7¹ lt . | . Wy 
Geo Fm. Cood old Engliſh! I'd have you to 
know, you muſt ſpeak good Plain Ee1ſh, it you 
talk with my Daughter. 2 f 
Toby. Is your Worſhip Sir Timothy Tough bis 
own ſelf then! | | 
Sir Tim. I am the Man, | | 
Toby. I beg your Worchip's Pardon, I come 
from Mrs. Stitch in the New-Exchange, fo pleaſe 
you Sir, and have brought home à few Head for 


The Devil in the Wine-Cellar. 3 
Sir Tim. Wait, Maiden, you ſhall have Admm- 


rance. 
z { He poet from the W mdow. 
Toby. Rare Fortune, faith ! Well! I muft 
needs ſay, in my own Commendation, tis not e- 
very —_—_ Talent to manage 4 thing diſcreetly. 
What will this Maſter of mine owe me tor ſo great 
a Service as I ſhall certainly do him? When, a 
Man has good luck among Women, they ſay ke 
was born under Caper-Corn, I think they call , 
and I ſhall go near to prove that Caper-Corn my 
Maſter's belt Planet. Adime, I hear em opening 
the Door, now for it. 
[T be Doors opens, and enter Sir Timothy eoith 
'a great Hlunderb uf, and two Servants with 
Guns and Buff Belts. 
Toby. Bleß my Heart, what Figures are here? 
Sir Tim. Houſewife ! I ſuſpect you for a wick- 
ed Hypocritical deſigning Perſon 4 has a Felo- 
tous Intention to corrupt the Obedience of my 
Daughter; and, left you ſhou'd have more Rogues 
in Ambu'h, I illue arm'd, to defend the Honour 
K Family. What are you? I ay, what are 
ou? | 
; Toby. Oh dear Sir! whar do you mean ? I ne- 
ver did you any harm in my Lite, —— oh! ob! 
Loving Sir, have Mercy upon me, dear Sir, for the 
Sake ot my ſpotleſs Virginity. 
[Runs behind Sir Iimothy, who preſents bis 
Blunderbuſs againſt one of bis own Ser- 
: vanty. 
Sir Tim. What are you? Speak, or you die. 
R 2 Serv. 'Slife Sir, don't ſhoot me, I am 
bin. 
Sir Ty. Adſo, a bad Miſtake ! I am dim- ſigbted 
truly; but where is the Whore, the Bawd? I 
know what Sort of a Shep ſhe keeps, by her 
hanging out the Sign of a Band-box. What do you 
| | a4 
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do behind Houſewife ? your Buſineſs is with the 
Fore- parts. Harry, Robin, ee with me thus, 
and when I ſpeak the Word, give Fire. x 
9 They all preſent their Pieces at Toby. 

Toby. Oh dear Gentlemen! ſpare me! ſpare 
me good Gentlemen, don't ſhoot ine, and III tell 
you all. [He kneels. 

Sir Tim. In the firſt Place, as you hope to pre- 
ſerve that abominable Life of yours, anſwer me the 
Truth, and nothing but the Truth ; whence come 
you? 
Toby. From the Exchange an't pleaſe you. 

Sir Tim. What Buſineſs had you? 

Toby. The Exchange Sir. : 
Sir Tim. And what are you? Jilt, ſpeak pre- 
ſently, what are you? ; ; 
Toby. The New-Exchange in the Strand, Sir. 
Sir Tim. What! are you the New-Exchange ? 
*Slife ! ſpeak Senſe, or you die. I don't think the 
Tone of. your Voice treble enough for a Whore, 
and therefore you muſt be a Rogue, Sirrah. 

Toby. The New-Exchange indeed, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Sirrak, tell me truly, what Sex are 
you of, Sirrah ? EN 

Toby. The Exch inge, upon my Word, Sir. 

Sir Tim. Is the Frchange your Sex, Rogue? 
Are you a Man or a Whore, Sirrah * 

Toby. About the middle of the Inger Walk, 
Sir, 9 

Sir Tim. Adſlife, Robin, make ready. 

Toby. Oh! oh! ſpare my Life, and take my 
Band-box, Sir. 79 
Sir Tim. Give it me, you Whore. . 

Toby. I am no Whore upon my Honour, Sir; 
I am but Squire Sprightly's Rogue Toby, make the 
worlt of me. Wou'd I were buried fix Foot deep 
in my Maſter's Dunghil. [ Aſede. 


: | [Sir 
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[Sir Timothy opens the Band-box, and 

finds a Letter. 

Sir Tim. Let's ſee what's here, a Letter! Oh! 
Rogue! here, Harry, Robin, rifle the Ribbons, 
and ſee it there's never another Snake in the Fool's 
Graſs. What's here? [Puts on a pair of Spectacles.] 
To the lovely Hands of the engaging Leonora 
Fool! Aſs! Adzooks this Fellow makes Love like 
an Oxford Scholar. I'll open the Seal. 

He breaks open the Letter, and while the 
two Fellows are fumbling in the Band- 
box, Toby ſteals back. 

Toby. Timor adds ------ Wing as. [He run off. + 

Sir Tim. (Readins.) - After many vain Endea- 
vours to get a Letter to your Hands, the m_ Toby 
undertook - Oh Rogue! did you fo ----- P11 
Ha! where is he? 

Firſt Serv. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, I believe 
* got off while we were rummaging the Band- 

* 

Sir Tim. I'll rummage you, you careleſs Raſ- 
cals; I'll teach you to plunder before you have 
ſecur'd the Enemy, you Dogs you. 

He beats 'em with the Blunderbuſs 
off the Stage. g 


SCENE Sos N to Sprightly*s Houſe. 
Sprightly and Toby. 


| Spright. Nay, *Faith, Toby I pity thee with 
all my Heart ; but thou may'lt make a moral Ule 
of this unlucky Accident, and learn to believe thy- 
| ſelf no wiſer than other Peo le. Go, lay alide the 
Woman, and take * the Statue; all Things are 
now ready ſor the laſt Trial, and is ſhall e put 
in Execution this very Evening. 


Toby. 
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Toby. Truly, Sir, if your Worſhip pleaſes 
I Hp rather + the Cena Man, hen the Sta- 
tue; for if the old Kuight ſhou'd find out the 
Trick, my Diſguiſe would be ſo heavy that I cou'd 
not run away, and he might chance to ſhoot ine 
* the 17 with 1 4 
Spright. Piſh! Fool! you know he's - 
blind ke can ſcarce ſee. | 175 
Toby. Ay, but if he can't ſee, he can feel 
tho“; and, Sir, if he ſhould happen to tickle my 
Sides, I ſhou'd burſt out a laughing, and diſcover 
" Spright. It's impoſſible he ſhould ſuſpe@ thee, 
I ſaw the Statue at the Stone-Cutter's, ho told 
me, the old Gentleman expects it to be brought 
home every day. My painted Canvas is exactly 
copied from the Original; and the Pedeſtal tis 
to be plac'd on in the Hall is fo high, that he 
won't be able to reach your Sides; or it he did, 
the Daub is ſo hard and fo thick, twould deceive 
- 8 Picer Touch than his 11 warrant thee. But are 
- the Fellows at hand, who are to be concern'd in 
the Mana — 3 1 
TDoby. ey are all drinking at the next Ale- 
Halte and 4 * Petr anne, br is to act the 
Statue inſtead of me, Sir, is a Man every Inch 
of him! He married a Woman who had beat 
fix Husbands to Death with the But-Ends of their 
own Muskets, and in three Night's time made the 
wild Beaſt fo very tame, Sir, that ſhe tawns upon 
him like a Spaniel Bitch when ſhe's atraid of a 
Kicking. 1 
Spriebt. Thou haſt choſe an odd fort of a Simile, 
Toby; but hark! ſome body knocks! Go, ſee 


a | Toby 
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Toby goes out, and re- enters with Cuttum. 


Toly. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, this is the Gen- 
tleman we were diſcourſing about. 

Spright. May I know your Name, Sir? 

Cuttum. I am vulgarly known by the Name of 
Corporal Cuttum; I have been a Sojdier trom 
my Cradle, and a Cuckold from my Marriage- 
Bed, Sir: 1 have run thro' all the Mazes of 
Fortune, but cou' d ne'er lay hold of the Gyp- 
fie : I believe I'm too honeſt to be proſperous in 
this Age! and it I live much longer, I ſhall 
be too old to be knaviſh. I wou'd gladly make 
ſome Uſe of my Time, Sir; for I have lately 
learn'd to remember, that I come of a Race o 
much the Reverſe ot my way of living hither- 
to, that egad ------ if I continue honeſt much 
longer, I ſhall be the only Fool of my Fa- 
mily! 

Sprigbe. Pray, Mr. Cuttum, what Country are 
you ot? 

Cuttum. Why, Sir, to tell you the plain Truth, 
there is no Country will own us, and we own 
no Country ; we ſhou'd be French by our Air, 
and Spaniards by our Steps, Sir; but a parcel 
of ſcoundrel Rogues about Town will needs have 
the Cruttums to be an [riſh Family, for no other 
Reaſon egad, than the Reach of their Aſſu- 
rance ! 

Spriebt. Have you no Friends in Town to ap- 
ply to? 

Cuttum. Yes, Sir, there's a Relation of mine 
1 known about Town; he's a kind of a 

it, and has writ Plays; but he has an odd Hu- 
mour, that makes him incapable of ſerving 2 
Kinſman, 


B Spright. 
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Spright. What Humour is that, pray? 

Cuttum. Why, Sir, he has been ſo fond of 
— Stranger's Children, that he ſcarce 
knows how to look upon the Son of a poor Re- 
lation. | | 

Spright. Well, Mr, Cuttum, you are a merry 
Fellow ; you know the Task, and the Reward de- 
ſign'd you, I ſuppoſe. Kh 

Cuttum. My worthy Friend Mr. Toby ---- here, 
has inform'd me at large; and I am ready to 
prove with how much Zeal I wou'd undertake 
an Action of greater Difficulty upon a leis Tem- 
ptation. | | 

Spright. I aſſure you, you have heard the utmoſt 
of your Danger; come the worlt to the worſt, tis 
but a Beating; and that I preſume you cou'd bear 
with Reſolution. | 

Cuttum. Am I a Cuttum, and do you ask that 
Queſtion ? *flite, Sar ! ------- bear a Beating ? ------- 
Why, there's not a Branch of our Fanuly, bur 
has Patience enough that way for an informing 

Conſtable, Bailiff's Follower, Female Tatler, or 
Marſhal of France, egad. | 

Spright. That's well; I think. all Things arg 
now in a Readineſs; we'll go in, and about it 
preſently. But heark'e, Toby, is your Diſguiſe 
come Home yet? 155 | 

Toby. Four Hours ago, Sir. ------- But now you 
talk of a Diſguiſe, am I to be a Jew, or a 
Gentile ? | 1 

Spricht. Oh ! a Jew by all means. Come a- 
long, Mr. Corporal ; while you are getting ready 
III inſtruct you what to fay to the Lady, tor the 
ill Succeſs ot my laſt Letter forbids me all Thoughts 
of ſending another. | 5 

Toby. Well! o my Conſcience, my Maſter 1s 
he firſt that ever went about to ſend a Meſſage 
hy a Stone Porter 1——g U T hey go en. 


SCENE 


ms. conpPrrH . . a 


( 
| 
| 


The Devil in the Wine-Cellar. 11 


SCEN E Sir Timothy's Houſe , 
Sir Timothy and Leonora. 


Sir Tim. *Sbud ! don't tell me of my Pro- 
mile ; ask any Stateſman in Chriſtendom, it Pro- 
muſes are Chains on a wile Man's Will. Is true, 
I told the young Fool Sprightly he ſhou'd have 
you, but that was when no-body of ' a better 
Eitate was ot his Mind, Girl. 

Leon. The Ties of Duty, Sir, firſt led me to 
encourage Mr. Sprightly's Addrelles, in obedicuce 
to your Commands ; and now the Ties of Ho- 
nour torbid me to wrong a Man who fo hncerely 
loves me. 25 

Sir Tim. 1 gave him my Word, that if he 
cou'd ourwit me, he. ſhou'd keep what he got, 
with my Goed-Will, and a good Fortune, but 
alas ! poor young Fool, his Birdlime is no bet- 
ter than Chatt, and an old Fowl 1s too wile to 
be taken by it. I have defeated five or fix ot 
his Projects already ; and it he comes within the 
Reach of my Blunderbuſs, have at him, by 
Sir feremy ! | 

Leon. Oh, Sir! you are the moſt barbarous ot 
Fathers! and have contriv'd this ſureſt Way to 
make me miſerable! 

Sir Tim. Goodnow ! .Goodnow ! pretty Turtle- 
Dove ! how naturally it mourns the Lois ot its 
Mate! Come, come, tis juſt your Sex ſhou d 
ſhare a little of the Sorrow you beltow, Houſe- 
wite! A Woman's Tears are like Show'rs in 
April, a necellary ' Ingredient to make up her 
natural Compolitzon of Change and lacgu- 
ſtancy. | 


B 2, E nts; 
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Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sit, here's a Man without has brought 
Home a great Stone Thing, that looks like the 
Great Turk, Sir. 

Sir Tim. How | the Statue ! bring him in, 
bring him in, Sirrah ! [ Exit Servant. 

Leon. Sir, you are likely to talk of what I 
don't underſtand, and it you pleaſe PlI retire to 
my Chamber. 

Sir Tim. No, no, pray ſtay, Daughter; I'II 
warrant you, it Sprightly was coming inſtead of 
the Statue, you wou'd not be in ſuch haſtè to be 
gone ; but you Women never care much for a 
Man of Marble ! 

Leon. I am all Obedience, Sir. 

She turns her Back upon the Door, and leans 
penſively againſt the Hangings. 


Re-enter the Servant with Toby diſguis'd like a 
Feu, with great Whigskers, and a- ſhort Cloak, 
follow'd by four Men bearing in a Frame upon 
which ftands Corporal Cuttum in the Poſture of 
a Statue. 


Toby. Save you, Sir ! ---- have a Care, have a 
Care, gently, gently, I ſay. ------- Sir, Mr. Chiſſe 
has ſent Home your Statue, Sir, and where wou'd 
you pleaſe it ſhou'd be ſet? Have a Care, 1 fay, 
gently, gently. 

Sir Tim. Stay! let me put on my Spectacles, 
and 2 13 you preſently ------- Humph ! who are 
you, Sir 

Toby. I am by Profeſſion a Statuary, by Coun- 
try a Portugueze, but brought up in England; by 
Quality a Foreman, alias a Journeyman, and by 
Religion à Jew, Sir. 


50 
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Sir Tim. A Jew? Adzooks! what have you 
to do in a Chriſtian Country, Sirrah ? 

Toby. Ha, ha, you are pleas'd to be merry, 
Sir! But where muſt the Statue be plac'd, an't 
pleaſe you? 

Sir Tim. Placd? [ Afide.} Egad 1 don't like 
this Fellow, be ſays he's a Jew, but he looks 
like 2 Philiſtin ! 

Toby. Set him down there, gently, gemly, be 
caretul how you place him, pray Gentlemen ------- 
So, now he ſtands right; go - ſtay without 
ull 1 come to you. The four Bearers go cut. 

Sir Tim. Let me ſee how this Statue looks. 
Ads my Life! a 5 Piece of Workmanſhip 
truly! But pray, Friend, why did not Mr. Ciel 
come himſelt * Am 1 ſo bad a Cuſtomer, that 
muſt ſend Servants to do my Buſineſs? Nay, and 
Heathen Servants too! 

Toby. Your Worſhip, I perceive, is a facetious 
old Gentleman, But my Maſter, an't pleaſe you, 
is fick at preſent. 

Sir Tim. Old Gentleman ! Sirrah ! Is that 
your Hebrew Breeding ! Get out of my Houſe, 
you Rogue! that Levitical Face of thine ſtirs up 
iny Indignation ! 

Toby. I beg your Pardon heartily, if I have 
ſaid any Thing that offends you, Sir; but pra 
don't be in a Paſſion for nothing: Is not the 
Work done as you expected it? 

(411 the chile Sir Timothy is talking with Toby, 
Cuttum makes whimſical Motions from the Table 
to Leonora, who leans penſively, and don't ob- 

ſerve him. e 

Sir Tim. Expected it, Sirrah ! I did not expect 
to have the Figure to be ſent Home by a Rogue 
of a Jew, Sirrah ! Let me look all round the 
Piece; egad, tis ten to one but the ſuperſtitious 
Dog has circumcis d my Statue! 

Toty. 


— —e— — — ———ů— 6 ˙· T——_ r 
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Toby. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Tim. Villain, Raical, what am I to be 
laugh'd at to my Face 

Toby. Ha, ha, ha, you muſt excuſe me, Su, 
ha, ha, ha, I vow. you are the pleaſant'ſt Gentle- 
min of your Age that ever 1 met with, 


Sir Tim. Again at my Age, Sirrah ; here 


Robin, Fonathan, quickly, bring me my Blunder- 
buſs. gran, et Gur of my Houle, or P11 break 
off a Limb of 
Brains with it, | 
[He runs to pull off one of the Statue! 
Legs, and Cuttum kicks him down back- 
wards chith the other. 

Toby. *Slife ! all's out! I'll make off while I 
can. 3 [He runs out. 

Sir Tim. Rogues | Murder! help! Dogs! Mur- 
der! Murder! 5 

Leon. Heav'ns, Sir! what's the Matter ? 

Sir Tim. Matter! you Baggage? Don't you ſee 
what's the Matter? That long-bearded Rogue of 
a Jew has affronted me to my Face, and beat out 
my Teeth behind my Back. Rogues ! Robin, 
Harry, Fonathan ! what muſt I be murder'd, and 
no body come to my Afliſtance : 

| [He runs out calling the Ser- 
vants. 

Cuttum. ------I am glad he's gone, for my Heart 
ak'd plaguily, when he came to pull my Leg off. 
Tis a ucky Miſtake that he thinks Toby ſtruck 
him; but III take this Opportunity to ſpeak to the 
Lady. Madam, —— Madam ------- 

[He leaps down, and ſtalks towards Leo- 
nora, cho turns and ſfhrieks at his ap- 
8 1 | 

Leon. Oh! Heay'ns, what's here! Gholts ! 

Spirits! Devils! Ah! Help ! help! help! 


the Statue, and knock out your 


Cuttum. 
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Cuttum. Nay, now we are all undone, and 
egad ! if you die a Maid, 'tis no more than you 
deſerve, for your damn'd unſcaſonable ſqueeking ! 

[ He runs. to the Table, and with much - 
do pets up, and flands Tu his old Pe- 
ſture ; but for haſte miſtakrs, and puts 
the wrong Leg forwards. 

Leon. Ah me | I ſee too late, this is a Trick of 
Sprightly's * 


Enter Sir Tunothy, and his Servants. 


Oh! Sir! I was half frighted, but beg your Par- 
don for alarming you; being in a melancholy Hu- 
mour, I had forgot the Statue ſtood upon the 1 able, 
and looking that way on the ſudden, took it tor. 
naked Man. | 

Sir Tim. Oh! did you fo, good Daughter ! I 
ſce very well what you wou'd he at; this Exce(s ot 
your Folly betrays the Lewdneſs of your Thoughts. 
Let's ſee, that Raſcal Jew beat off my Spectacles 
oh! here they lie Well! I vow this is a very 
curious Piece of Sculpture! No real Fleſh and 
Blood cou'd appear more lively. It that Knave 
Ch:fſel had not {ent it by a Jew, I cou'd have been 
extreamly pleas'd with it. 

[He views Cuttum all round, who expreſſes a 

great deal of Fear. | 

But ſtay ! 1 forgot to look whether I have not 

hurt the Leg tho! ---------- Adſo ! what's here? I 

am ſure this Limb does not ſtand as it did juſt 
now. Daughter ! Daughter ! 

Leon. Sir. 

Sir Tim. Look here, is this the right Poſture 


or no ? 


W hile Sir Timothy turns to ſpeak to bis 
Danghter, Cuttum puts his Leg as it 
Was before. 


Leon. 
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Leon. Right Sir? Yes, pray what ails it ? 

Sir Tim. Ails it? 'Slife I am bewitch'd ---- 
I am ſure the Devil's either in me, or my Spe- 
Ctacles ; why, twas but this Moment the — 
ſtood here, and now -------- 

Cuttum. Death, Sir, | ſtand out of my way, 
or you're as dead as a Door-Nail. [ Aſide. ] 'Slite 
Til be gone while I may; if I ſtay a Quar- 
ter of an Hour longer, I ſhall be pounded in 2 
Mortar. | | 
| [ He leaps down furiouſly, and runs out. 
Sir Tim. Hey day! 1s my Houſe become an 
enchanted Caſtle ? What a plague ! I ſhall be 
hooted at as I walk along the Streets, it this Jeſt 
— on me ! here! follow me, ye Raſcals, P11 

e the Dog PII warrant him. 


[ He runs out with bis Servants after 


Cuttum. 

Leon. What a wretched Condition has my 
Folly brought me to ? If I flip this Opportunity 
of eſcaping while the Houſe is in fo great Con- 
fuſion, I ſhall be miſerable for ever. I'll get 
out the Back-way, and truſt Fortune tor the Event 
of my Undertaking ! 
[ She goes out, 


SCE N E changes to a Court-yard, with 4 


Well in it. Enter Toby frighted. 


Toby. Here have 1 crawl'd about this Quarter 
of an Hour, and can find no means to reach 
the Door, without being diſcover'd by ſome of 
the old Fellow's Maidenhead-Watchers ! and, it 
I ſtay here much longer, the Danger will be 
equal. A Pox take Petticoats for 40%, if this 


is the Effect of following them! What ſhall 1 


do? — let me think a ittle ! GTO Adsbobs I 
| haye 
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have it, I have an old black Mask in my Pocket 
with Horns upon it, LIl tie it on, aud creep 


n into yonder Well, it looks like a dry 


one 3 br if 1 am drdwun' d, tis a better Deat 

than being drubb' d to Deſtruction ---—-- 11 lie 
quietly all Night; and in the Morning bolt thro' 
the Door in my Vizor and black Waſtcear ; it 
may ſo happen, that the Rogues will take me 
tor the Devil that they ſay walks! in this Neigh- 
bourhood, and give me free Pal ae ----- Put firſtz 
down, Cloak, that if the Well be deeper than 
ordinary, I may be; ſure-ta tall ſoftly, I'll tie 
on. the Mask when I'm ſaſe at, the Bottom. So 
now {or it! Neck or nothing, as che [Proverb 
lays. [ He throws down his Cloak, awd gets. 
7 into the Well. , | Y 


L 8 1 1 and 14250 11; j. ©? 
Re-enter Sir Timothy, and the Servants "with Guns, 
4 4 4 a Staves, & c. x . Ls 


Sir Tim. Who wou'd have thought that the 
our Rogues who brought in that Dog of a Statue 
ſhou'd have waited ſo cunningly to carry him © 

again upon Occalion ? Adzooks but we maul d them 
in their Retreat! Go, ye Rogues, get ye into the 
Cellar, and drink yourtelves drunk as a Reward 
tor your Valour. oF Ca 
5 [ The Servants go out  bowin 

Well! after all! this Syrightly is a brave bo 

Fellow, and deſerves the Baggage ah, for 
never cou'd imagine till now, that any Woman 
in the World was worth a Man's venturing a Knock 
on the Pate for! My Daughter is afraid of a Re- 
proof, and is crept ſilently into er Cloſer. T'11 not 
diſturb her till Morning, but go write an Account 
of this N ight's Works to her good old Grand-Mothet 
in the Country. L He goes cut. 


C SCENE 
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SCEN E changes to a Collar, with a Wicket 
in the Front Scene, and iliſcovereth the Ser- 

vants ſting round a Black Jack, Drinking 
rg Pe OL | 


3 Serv. Here, honeſt Thomas, here's to 


Second Serv. Prithee, what Subject ſhall we be 
on ro Night, Politics are grown muſty, Learn- 
ng is below Men of a gentee] Education, aud Scan- 
dal you know is taking upon us the Converſation 
of our Betters. | 

T bird Serv. Why faith, fince we have Leave 
ws be merry, honeſt 'Thomas had beſt give us a 

ong. * 
Second Serv. A Match Boys —— I'll ſing you 4 
Song of my own making. 

Firft Serv. Of thy making? What! a Footman 
turn Poet? 

Second Serv. A Footman turn Poet! ay Sir; 
why not? Since the Poets have met with Foormens 
Encouragement, Foormen have taken up the Poets 
Profeffion. | 

Third Serv. But how can a Fellow without 
Learning, Brother Thomas, be a Maſter of that 
feeling, touching way that the Poers talk of ? 
Second Serv. Pugh ! Fool! the Art of Poetry 
is the Gift of Nature; and *twou'd be no new 
thing to tell the World, that there's, many 2 
Footman can touch, and move, and feel, and ſtir 
up the Paſſions with the beſt Poct in Chriſtendom. 
But liſten to the Song, Boys. 


: Here 
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Here 4 SO NG. 


4 All Serv. Rarely fung IMaith, T homas. 

- T hird Serv. Adzookers, he has pleas'd me ſo 
well ha ll ©en make bold with a Bottle 
of the fine Wine my Maſter has ſer a cooling 
in the old Well there, and treat ye like Gentle- 


men. 
0 All. Why, that's kmdly done now. 


e | Third Servant riſes; and opening the Wicket, 
j- takes ont a Bottle, and it between bim 
* an the Light . 

n 


Third Serv. Let's ſee, I think 1 have got the 
— 4 no, tis not; — this is the Rot-Gut 
1 23 i 


White the Feilocp turnt to look at the Bottle, 

Toby, baving put on the black born d Mask, 
|  #heuſts bis Head out of the Wicket ; and the 
n Servant, going to change the Bottle, ſtribet it 


= inft his Forehead. 
Third Serv. Ah! the Devil, the Devil! 
— dome the Bottle, and runs backward. 
— » Slife, there's the Devil in good 
earneſt | . 
A Rogues, Thieves, P11 de among you ſud - 
7. 


5 He tumbles forward into the Cellar. 
Second Serv. Oons! Roper, fly, the Devil's a» 
mongft us! 
8 Help! help! the Devil! the Devil! the 
Sevi! 
Tbey beat one another down, and hurry out 
beadlong, and Toby after them. 
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The S CE N E changer ts the Hall. 
Enter Sir Timothy with his Blunderbuſs. 


Sir Tim. Here! Harry! Wan ethas! 
Rogues! Raſcals ! 5 What's the 
Matter below } Hey day! what's here 10 do? ---- 


Enter Servants tunninge -. 


Fiſt Sery. Hep. help !. the Devil? 
T bird Serv. e Pope! the Pope! the Devil! 
" Second Serv. Oh! Sir! the Devil has taken 
Poſſeſſion of your Worſhip's Cellar. 
Sir Tim. The Devil! you Rogues! and are 
ye ſuch pitiful, cqyardly, nchriſuan-ſoul'd Fellows, 
as to be afraid of the Devil. Adsbobs! wou'd he 
had been impudent enough to have come inte my 
Preſence! Pd have Devil'd him with a - *Slite 
Rogues ſtand out of my way - Help| help! 
help! lu the midſt of Sir Timothy 's Speech, 
© Toby appears at the Hall- Door, and 
., the Knight beats dowp bis Servants, 
and runs out fu; the Men follow, 

| - Heng out as beſure. 
Toby. Well! PLES TE now.I am 3 
Devil, than I had when I was a Woman; and 
Jome arch Waggs wou'd from thehce take Occakigu 
to {wear that the Devil is the leaſt of the rwoEvils. 
But I have no time to be witty at preſent. 1 ſee the 
Street-Door open, and will lay hold on the Op- 
Portunity. FF -. n 1. 1 Ls gee outs 


| Re-enter Sr Timothy, and the Servants, peeping+ 


Sir Tim. Is ho gone ? 

Second Serv. I think the Coaſt is clear at preſent. 

[T hey come jr 
i 
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Sir Tim. I'll ordain a Yearly Thankſgiving to 
be kept on this Day throughout my Family, for the 
wondertu] Deliverance. 

Loud knockin? at the Dor. 
Stand cloſe here! tor Heay'ns Sake ſtand cloſe, 
for I'm atraid he's a coming again! 
[ T bey buddle cloſe topether, and ſtand 
gating as in Expettation ; and en- 
ter Sprightly <wvitþ Leonora in a 
Mask, attended by Coyporal Cutrum, 
' and Toby, in his V:izor. | 
Sir Tim. Deliyer me, ye Pow'rs, tor yonder's 
the Devil return'd with his whole Family. 

Spright. Ha! ha! ha! poor Sir Timothy, tis 

a Devil of my Brecding. 
| [ Pulls off Toby's Mask. 
* 'Tis I, my own felt, in very deed, 
ir. 

Sir Tm. Why then in very deed, Sir, I wifh 
the Real Devil wou'd run away with the Pre- 
tended one. 1 

Toby. Adſme ! Sir! if you wiſh your Wiſhes 
upon me, I'll ſnatch off my Friend the Statue's 
Leg here, and knock your Brains our. 

Sir Tim. to Cuttum. Why, were you the Dog 
that was turn'd into Stone, ur 

Cuttum. The very lame, at your Service, Sir. 

Spright. O! Sir! Love has been Author of 

ranger Metamorphoſes than any in Ovid. 

Sir Tim. And pray, Mr. Sprightly, what pretty 
Part are you to act in your Turn here? 

Spright. A double one Sir, in Conjunction with 
this Lady. Takes off Leonora's Mask, and 

kneels with her to Sir Timothy. 

Leon. Our firſt Requeſt, Sir, is for your Par- 
don ; and our next, that you will pleaſe to ratify 
our Articles of Agreement, according to the Pro- 


miſe you were pleas'd to make us. * 
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Sir Tims, Confuſidn I Furies ! Devils! Witchereſt! 
* Damnation! Conjuration! and 


3 and 1, and run off the Stage. 
"Spright. Come, lovely ee ke follow 
* and mollify his aſſion by Submiſſion and 


and may our Example teach the World 
—— N 


Leue, like vbe Palme Tas, by Oppreſſion grows, 2 


Cbeck d, like ſtop d Rivers, more impetuous 
* like Antzus, n n From The 


